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RACHEL. 

** And as for me^ when I came from Padan, 
Ra£hd died by me in the land of Canaan^ when yet 

m 

there was but a little way to come unto Ephrath : and 
/ buried her there in the way of Ephrath ; the same 
is Bethlehem:*— G^^. xlviii., 7. 

A shadow falls upon the silent land, 

And the great sun hath dipped behind the hills, 

The hills of Ephrath, and from thence will sink 

Into the western sea— the dim wide sea, 

Mysterious, vast, which I have sometimes seen 

From these fair hills of Canaan ; yet his light 

Still lingers on the sacred mount of God 

As with a flame of sacrifice — yon range 

Of bleak bare eastern mountains catcheis still 
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l6 RACHEL, 

Then Jacob flung his arms about my neck 
And kissed me, rained his tears upon my breast, 
And told me who he was, and whence he came. 
Ah me ! — those seven long years ! the tears, the sm 
The bitterness, the sweetness ! yet thro* all 
Our trust in one another, and in God, 
Grew strong and flourished, as the desert palm 
That, parched by withering blasts, and drifting san 
Sends down his root to ever-living springs. 
So Jacob, my betrothed, went in and out 
Among us, nor an easy task was his ; 
For year by year, my father sent him forth 
Some three days' journey in the wilderness 
To seek a fairer pasture for the flocks. 
Thither would they be led, and there perchance, 
For many a week would Jacob dwell with them 
Through scorching heat by day, and frost by night- 
A fjEUthful shepherd, guarding well his chaige 
From ravening lion and from stealthy wolf, 
Or fiercer still — the spoilers of the East. 
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Bat Hope and Youth and Love make all things light, 

And happy was our meeting time again ; 

And happy was it, when at dewy ere 

We two, beneath the palm, or by the well 

Sat hand in hand, and spoke of many things. 

Then did I hear again from Jacob's lips 

More dear to me so heard, tho' known before 

And loved, the sacred legends of our race — 

From Sire to Son through many a hoary sage 

With reverence handed down : the faith of Noah 

When that great Deluge cleansed the sinful Earth 

From violence and crime, while on its breast 

It bore the seed of new and purer life — 

The mighty tower of Shinar, vainly built. 

The refuge from a vainly dreaded flood, 

The story of those mighty sons of God 

That companied with men, the giant race 

That filled the earth with violence, Enoch's walk 

With God, and earliest, sweetest tale of all 
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That garden £Edr where God once walked with man. 

Strangely the past lives in my soul this night, 
Vivid and clear, as ^en a traveller gains 
Some toilsome height, and lo, behind there lies 
The path once travelled. In a moment's glance > 
He sees the day's long course, valleys and hills, 
The sparkling stream that gratefully allayed 
His parching thirst, the weary desert path 
Unsheltered from the scorching noontide sun. 
And, distant far, the hills from whence he came. 
So I behold this night in vision clear 
My life behind me, and the long years seem 
But as one changeful, day, sorrow and joy 
And death and birth and parting, and the cares 
Of wedded life, and pain and hope and fear 
Come tiooping in a strange bewild^ing throng. 

And with them comes a questioning, a doubt — 
Perchance my journey ends— ends even here, 
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Beneath these hills of Bethlehem where we rest. 



For late, when Jacob's wandering tents were pitched 

In sacred Bethel, where his Fathers' God 

Made covenant first with him, I slept and dreamed ; 

Nor saw the ladder reaching to the skies, 

But saw these hills I look upon to-night 

And hanging over them the evening star — 

Serene and tremulous, as now it hangs. 

And ever as I gazed, brighter it grew 

And nearer, and at length took form 

And grew an Angel, one of those bright hosts 

That Israel in Mahanalm saw. 

Nearer he came, and stood with folded wings 

And filled the tent with light that harmless played 

Like lambent lightnings of a summer eve — 

And kindled all around me as he spake : 

'' Mother of many nations, well beloved. 

Behold thy destiny ! for look to heaven 
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And count the stars, so shall thy children be. 
Yea, out of Jacob shall a star arise. 
From Israel a sceptre that shall rule 
Justly the nations/' And even as he spoke 
I seemed to stand beneath the vault of heaven 
Thick sown with stars, and lo ! each star became 
Larger and brighter, and took form and grew 
An angel, till the skies were full of light 
And music, and thus sang the heavenly host ; 
** Glory to God on high. Good will to men." 
And then the vision faded, and a -cold 
Dark shade crept chilly over earth and sky. 
And sounds of wailing came upon the wind — 
The voice of children from their mother's breasts 
Tom by a cruel hand. Then I awoke 
Weeping, and trembling sought my child. 

But what that song imports 
I know not, save that one day shall arise 
From Jacob's line, a Saviour and a Prince. 
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Yet now methinks 
I see Him, but not nigh, the Star that dawned 
Upon my childhood, and my youth hath led 
Even hitherto, the bright and morning Star. 
Who art Thou, meek Deliverer, Thou whose form 
I dimly see ? Thou who so strangely bring'st 
Anguish and shame and glory in Thy train ? 
A helpless Babe ! yet Warrior, Saviour, Judge ! 
A King — yet in a Servant's form abased ! 
Crowned— yet Thy visage marred — ^bowed to the earth 
In anguish— coming in the clouds of Heaven ? 
Yea Lord ! do not I know Thee, who Thou art, 
The Holy One of Israel? 

Howbeit I know 
If from the Angel's lips, or from a voice 
That sounded in the deeps of mine own heart 
I cannot tell, that not from mine own line 
Shall spring the great Deliverer. Ah me, 
My Sister ! thou the half despised, unloved. 
Thou hast thy vengeance, see me in the dust 
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Prostrate before thy feet. For have I not 
Been wilful, proud, unworthy of the least 
Of all God's mercies, seeking not His will 
In all things, therefore is the sentence just 
But thou, my Sister, surely all shall rise 
And call thee blessed. Mother shalt thou be 
Of many nations — a long race of Kings 
Shall be thy offspring, yea, from thee shall rise 
The Ruler of the People, in thy seed 
Shall all the £unilies of earth be blessed. 
Lord God of Abnaham 1 Thy Will be done. 
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A CHRISTMAS MEDITATION. 

ft 

The rajn £a11s Cast, the stars are hid, 

■ 

With my own heart I talk alone ; 
There is no sign of Christmas-tide 
Save that the chnrch's rugged stone 

Hath blossomed into greenwood bowers : 
So clothe these barren hearts of ours, 
O Lord ! with fruitage and with flowers ! 

The rain falls fast, and dark the night — 

Yet through the gloom I see afar 

A gleam of more than earthly light, 

The radiance of an eastern star. 

The guiding star, the radiance mild, 
That on the hills of Bethlehem smiled — 
And rested o'er the Holy Child. 



A CHRISTMAS AtEDITATION. 

I see the broken steep hill side, ' 
The moonlight on. the village street — 
The crowded inn where guests abide, 
The noisy throngs, the passing feet : 

And lying in the lowlj stall. 

That helpless Babe, so weak and small — 

Yet Lord and Ruler over all. 

Upon His mother's brea^ He lies 
Till sleep His lovely eyes doth dose ; 
Those intot smilest those infant cries 
Are hushed at length to deep repose : 
I seem to see the tender grace 
Upon the Virgin Mother*s face, 
As to His rest her Babe she lays. 

And drawing near with costly store 
With quiet tread and reverence meet — 
I see the eastern monarchs pour 
Their gold and treasures at His feet : — 
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The mild-eyed oxen standing by 
Gaze at the group with wondering eye, 
Perchance they knew their Lord so nigh. 

Sweet sleep upon Thy mother's breast 

O Blessed One ! Thou takest thus : 

But when this night we take our rest 

'TIS Thou who watchest over us. 
For He who Israel doth keep 
Shall neither slumber nor shall sleep ; 
He watches o'er our slumbers deep. 

« 

But where the simple shepherds wofte 
Upcm the hill-side's grassy ground — 
Oh I what a flood of glory broke 
In waves of light and music round I 

Such strains through all the circling years 

Shall never sound, until our ears 

Discern the music of the spheres. 
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To one the herald words belong, 
Then multitudes take up the strain — 
** Glory to God I" the r£^)turous song — 
'* And Peace on Earth !'' the glad refrain. 
And while without the anthem rings, 
Lo ! angels stand with folded wings 
Around the new-bom King of Kings. 

Oh ! mourner whosoe'er thou art, 

ft 

Who dost with care and grief repine. 
Look here, and own with childlike heart 
This mystery of Love Divine : 

So when earth's brightest hopes are fled- 
Shall light from Bethlehem be shed 
Around thy path, about thy bed. 

And when upon thine ear forlorn 
Earth's sweetest music dies away. 
And the bright promise of the mom 
Fades into darkness cold and grey. 
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Listen to that seraphic throng 
Until its echoes thou prolong — 
And learn to join the Angels' song. 
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TRANQUILLITY. 
Suggisted by the sight of a small lake in the Grisons, 

Keep thy mind calm — thy spirit dear — 
In conscience of sincere intent — 
By ruJBiing gales of discontent 

Unswept, aind sudden gusts of fear. 

Nor lightly moved by passing feet 
That travel not to good or ill-^ 
But perfect through a stedfast will, 

Do thou the service that is meet. 

For hidden from unheeding gaze — 
And pure from taint of selfish aim, 
Nor trembling at the breath of blame, 

Nor stirred by sound of human praise. 
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Nor dimmed by sordid care, most be 
The soul that, ever calm and clear, 
Receives into a breast sincere 

Heaven's infinite tranquillity. 

So have I seen in hidden ways 

A lake whose waters, still and deep. 
Amid Helvetian forests sleep- 
Where seldom foot of traveller strays. 

And earth. and water seem but one. 
So tnie the fair reflection lies, 
A gem where forest, hill, and skies 

In emerald and opal shone : — 

Where earthly things and things above, 

Yet all transfigured, lie at rest : 

A mirror in whose tranquil breast 
Sleeps the overarching sky of love. 
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• FOUR CORNISH SONNETS. 

I. — Nanjizel Bay. 

What joyous mpulness^ what uproarious glee 

Is in these billows ! that with tumult gay 

Come tumbling in on the white-sanded bay 

From the long reaches of the western sea, 

Fiercely exulting, jubilant and'free ; — 

Each with a delicate cloud of snow white spray 

From the green crest blown backwards on its way. 

And watching thus their turbulent revelry 

In the warm sunli^^t of this glorious day, 

'Neath this delicious sky — it seems to me 

As tho* the old world were Wholly past away. 

With joy and sorrow — 'hope and memory — 

And I were with the Mermaidens at play 

In these green waves, as free and bright as they. 
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II. — Carn Pendower. 

O grand sea hall I thro' which the unsollied wave 
Creeps, whispering and murmuring, o*er a bed 
Of purest sand, shell-strewn, and thence moon-led 
Draws oceanward, some other shore to. lave : — 
Pillar and portal, arch and architrave 
Seem Titan-built,* like temples of old Nile — 
Memphis and Kamak, or that ancient pile 
On Samin's plain. But Thou, majestic Cave 
Art oldor far than they, built by the hand 
Of an Almighty Architect Before 
The earliest wanderer touched this island shore 
Before one heart was iashioned to adore 
His glory, and His wisdom understand ; — 
The salt wave rippled through thy corridor. 
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III.— Tyntagel. 

What saith this moomfdl and unresting Sea 

That fills its rocky caverns evermore 

With ceaseless munnnr ? " Lo 1 th^ are no more 

These Kings and knightly heroes, — mystery 

Enshrouds them ; yet they have a voice for thee : 

' Such as it is, this England were not now 

Had they not lived and died. So likewise thou 

In every act live for the world to be, 

And what thou sowest, another age shall, reap. 

Thy little life is rounded with a sleep, 

As with my dim and vast monotony 

I round these headlands : — look thou livest so — 

That when the sea no more shall ebb and flow 

Thou ma/st, in Him who made it, live eternally.' ^' 
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IV.— Kynance Cove. 

Skies of celestial blue — an ocean floor 

Of delicate sand — emerald and purple waves 

Glimmering through polished archwajrs of fair caves, 

Pools of pure crystal with their marvellous store, 

Not one or all of these, but something more : — 

A tender, subtle, and beguiling spell 

No artist can pourtray nor poet tell, 

Hangs round the margin of this magic shore. 

Venus might step on this enchanted strand. 

Here might Amphitrite and Triton dwelT, 

The sea-nymphs wander o'er this gleaming sand — 

Among these marble caves might Ariel 

Discourse sweet strains ; and here might Ferdinand 

.With his Miranda, find a rocky celL 
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THE SECRET P^ACE OF THE MOIST HIGH. 

Psalm xd. 

fl 

Kiept in a safe and sure abode: — 

How. happy, how securely blest 
Who, 'neath the shadow of iheir God 

Abiding, find a place of* rest. 

No missile from the gates of hell, 
No ills that death or life can bring 

Shall injure those who safely dwell 
Beneath the covert of Thy wing. 

From strife of tongues, from vexing pride — 

I find a refuge all divine.: 
Yea from myself I would be hid 

In that sweet hiding-place of Thine. 
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As in the ocean's deep abyss — 

Below the ever-restless wave, 
An everlasting stillness is 

Though far above the tempests rave — 

Such deep repose in Thee out God, 
Such calm, Thy trusting people know, 

From age to age their sure abode 
Their •* quiet habitation," Thou. 

Unchangeably the same Thou art. 

We who have nowhere else to hide, 
Find rest in Jesu's loving heart-^ 

A shelter in His wounded side. 
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• THE MINISTRY OF ANGELS. 

* 

Hast thou not heard at dawning of the day 
When neither sleep nor waking claim the soul — 
And dull unconsciousness l)^ns to roll 
Like morning mist, from the chained sense away, 
A voice, a whisper — whence, thou canst not say, 
Soqie word of Holy Writ, some message sweet. 
Brought from afar the awakening soul to greet. 
And win its opening powers to Heavenly sway ? 
CaU. it not £aincy if I bid thee deem 
That voice, thine angel guardian's, who hath kept 
All night his faithful vigil while we slept ; 
His parting whisper at the sun's first gleam. 
Just ere he spread his wings to mount above 
And at the Throne receive fresh ministries of love. 



/■ 
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"THE COMING OF THE LORD DRAWETH 

NIGH." 

A gleam of Autumn sunshine tints with gold 
The woodland, after inany a tempest past, 
'Tis but a transient gleam, too fair to last, 
For Winter soon his banner will unfold, 
Bringing dark days, dull skies, and biting cold. 
Yet one thought sweetly comes my heart to cheer : 
' The changing months 'of every rolling year. 
Each passing season as the world grows old, 
Each golden summer with its fruitful store, 
Each fading autumn, and each winter drear — 
Each solemn noontide from the church clock tolled. 
Yea, every tempest as it passes o'er — 
Dark days of trouble — hours of pain and fear. 
All bring the Lord's j^pearing yet more near. 
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•'IN QUIETNESS AND IN CONFIDENCE SHALL 
BE YOUR STRENGTH." 

Day by day along the Orient, faintly glows the tender 

dawn, 
Day by day the pearly dew-drops tremble on the 

upland lawn : — 

Day by day the star of morning pales before the 

coming ray, 
And the first faint streak of radiance brightens to the 

perfect day. 

Day by day the Rosebud gathers to itself from earth 

and sky 
Fragrant stores and ampler beauty, lovelier form and 

deeper dye : 



it 
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Day by day a richer crimson mantles in its glowing 

breast — 
Every golden hour conferring some sweet grace that 

crowns the rest. 

And thou canst not tell the moment when the day 

ascends her throne 
When the morning star hath vanished, and the Rose 

is fully blown. 

So each day fulfils its purpose, calnx — unrestingr- 

strong and sure, 
Moving onward to completion doth the work of God 

endure. 

How unlike man's toil and hurry 1 how unlike the 

noise, the strife ; 
All the pain of incompleteness, all the weariness of 

lifel 
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Yet look upward and take courage. He who leads the 

golden hours — 
Feeds the birds and clothes the lilies, made these 

human hearts of ours : — 

Knows their need and will supply it, manna falling day 

by day, 
jBread from Heaven, the food of angels all along the 

desert way. 

Only burden not the present with the care the future 

brings — 
Overshadowing all thy pathway with the coming of its 

wings. 

When to-morrow's sun arises, light shall shine upon 

thy way, 
Light for every step before thee, and thy strength be as 

thy day. 
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As the little bird at evening when his hymn of praise is 

done 
Folds his head beneath his wing, and wakes to greet the 

rising sun, 

Thinks not of to-morrow's need, bat trusts the Father's 

hand for all. 
Who Ifeeds the lions when they cry, and hears the 

hungry raven's call : — 

Learn from him that trust is wisdom — truest progress, 
truest strength, 

Trusting-'thou shalt win the battle, reach the longed- 
for goal at length. 

Then upon the rugged pathway, looking back with 

wondering eyes, 
God's grand purposes unfolded, thou shalt see with 

glad surprise. 
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Mark how through the tangled maze a golden thread of 

mercy ran, 
How each day fulfilled its purpose, working out the 

wondrous plan. 

Doubt and fear and disappointment, sin itself shall 
melt away 

Like the morning mist, before the light of that un- 
ending Day. 

And the heart of man no more by pain and care and 

grief opprest, 
Shall find its everlasting Home in God's Will and be 

at rest. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

In white and gold the crocus springs 

And opens to the sun, 
With joyful notes the woodland rings 

And winter days are done. 

Again comes soft and sunny May 

To deck the barren field. 
With all that summer's genial ray 

Of life and joy can yield ; 

The wood-note of the throstle rings 

From yonder lofty fir : 
And through her thousand secret springs 

All nature is astir. 



44 iN MEMORIAM, 

But shadowed in the noon-day light, 
Otur eyes with tears are dim : 

For this glad world of sound and sight 
Unfolds no more for him. 

And on the hills and by the streams 
Where once he loved to range 

And on the pleasant fields, there seems 
A stillness sad and strange. 

O mourner whosoe'er thou art, 

No more to sorrow cling, 
God sends a message to thy heart 

The message of the Spring. 

He bids thee weep not hopelessly. 
But rise and look around : — 

A glad evangel waits for thee 
In every sight and sound. 
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The s^ed that lay in wintry death 

Forgotten and unknown — 
Receives from God's creative breath 

A body of its own ; 

And from the woodland's leafy gold 

Enchained in death so long — 
A new and wondrous birth behold — 

A world of life and song 1 

All nature bids us to rejoice : 

Escaped from wintry gloom — 
She speaks with universal voice 

Of Him who burst the tomb. 

And, fair as long-lost Paradise, 

Bids us His promise trust, 
That with Him, all His saints shall rise 

Victorious from the dust. 
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The springing flowers —the wild birds' hynuii 

The glories of the dawn 
Are but faint shadows, poor and dim 

Of that great Easter mom. 

When earth, baptized with fire, shall wear 

Her marriage garb, to greet 
Her Saviour-Lord, and joyful hear 

The coming of His feet. 

Then in the vernal beauty drest 

Of an eternal Spring, 
God's world shall be for ever blest 

For Christ Himself is King. 
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"THE WORD IS VERY NIGH THEE." 

What need of all this striving vain — 
This selfish fear — this restless pain — 
This turmoil of an aching brain ? 

What need of long and fruitless quest 
On weary wing to east and west ? 
** Return, my soul, unto thy Rest." 

There is no need to soar on high 

Or to the utmost ocean fly — 

" The word of faith is very nigh." 

On earth beneath, in heaven above, 

Infinite wisdom, power and love 

Axe round thee wheresoever thou move. 
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We only need to lie at rest 

In perfect helplessness, as blest 

As babe upon its mother's breast. . 

The worship He requires of thee 
Is but a deep humility— 
And joy in His sufficiency; 

For boundless beyond human thought, 
The wisdom and the power that wrought 
Our ransom, and the love that bought. 

Let but the restless creature-will 
Be in His depths of being still : — 
The ocean of His greatness fill 

Each creek and inlet of the soul, 
Till, fresh and full, its currents roll 
Unhindered, to their perfect goal. 
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Be not afraid, weak soul, to cast 
Thyself into that ocean vast 
Which never can be overpast, 

Which hath no limit and no shore — 
Deeper than thought can e*er explore — 
The love which ij, for evermore. 
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THE COUNTRY CLERGYMAN (feom Uhland). 

To parted spirits— if the power remain 
To tread their earthly d?¥elling-place agaiHj 
Thoa wilt npt come, a melancholy shade 
To walk at midnight thro' the moon-lit glade, 
When stillness reigns and weary mortals sleep, 
And only sorrow wakes — that wakes to weep ; 
No ! when a summer morning breaks on high, 
And not a cloud in Heaven's broad blue doth lie. 
When the rich harvest rears its golden store, 
With blue and scarlet blossoms i^rinkled o^er— • 
Then thou wilt wander thro' the fields, and view 
The labourer's toil, as thou wert wont to do— 
With voice benignly mild, and gentle eyt. 
Greeting each reaper as thou passest by. 
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REV. XXII. 

Fountain of Felicity ; 
Ever flowing full and free 
Throi^h this world of misery, — 
Through earth's waste and parched ground 
All our springs in thee are found. 

Fountain of Eternal Grace I 
Here we see the Father's face — 
Here we drink and are at rest 
In His free forgiveness blest : 
Whoso of the sons of men 
Drimks, shall never thirst again. 

Fountain of Eternal Bliss 
Flowing through the wilderness — 
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Life and peace and joy Thou art, 
Rest to every weary heart, 
Fount of immortality, 
Whoso drinks shall never die. 

Fountain of Eternal Life ! 
Flowing through a world of strife- 
We, all worn by care and sin, 
Bathe our fainting souls therein — 
To a truer life arise. 
Hidden life beyond the skies. 

Fountain of Eternal Love ! 
Flowing from the courts above ; 
Whosoever will may take, 
Here his thirst for ever slake — 
Fountain of Felicity I 
Ever flowing fiill and free 
From the Cros§ of Calvary. 
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ODE TO THE SWALLOW. 

I. 

Sweet Wanderer ! hail to thee — 

By land or sea 

Blithe may thy journey be : 

When winter storms are o*er. 
Welcome, thrice welcome, to our English shore! 
To sunny streams and woodland ways, 
And all the dear delights of summer days. 

• 

II. 

The very soul of Liberty 

Bright creature t dwells in thee ; 
What impulses divine 
What visitings of keen delight are thine ! 
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As thj flight thou wmgest 
CVcr some tree-mantled pool at set c^daj, 
Or with the winds at play. 
As fearless and as fetterless as they — 
Thou screamest with delight 
To brave the whirlwind in his wildtet might : 
Sometimes thou upspringest 
To meet the tempest's gathering night — 
In the very path 
Of the lightning's wrath 
Thyself thou flingest. 
Around the tree-tops on a summer noon 
Thou dost roam and play at will, 

Where the breeze of June 
Never ceaseth its sweet tune 
Though all beneath be still. 
Or with thy fellows thou dost pastime take 
Skimming the bosom of some quiet lake ; 

Just dipping the light wing 
As ever and anon ye turn and wheel 
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To seize the tiny prey with viewless skill 
Baffling the eye with your swift skirmishing. 

III. 

Oh 1 1 would fly with thee 
Far o'er the bright waves of the southern sea, 
O'er the vine-purpled plains of sunny France, 
Until the sunbeams glance 
Upon the marble shore of Italy, — 
Till once again 
The Mediterranean meet the sandy plain, — 
Where purple isles of shade 
By the white clouds are made 
Upon the emerald main. 
Say, didst thou check thy flight 
Where Pyrenean peaks arose ? 
Or where the Guadalquivir flows 
Through orange groves on either han4 ? 
And Granada's crown of towers 
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Looks across a plain of flowers 
To greet Nevada's snows ? 
When did Afric's sunny strand 
First gleam upon thine eager sight — 
Pale Atlas towering throng the night 
Beyond far reaching levels 'of hot sand ? 

IV. 

Beautiful Bird 1 I fain would be 
One hour with thee ; 

In that vast solitude : 
Or on some wind-swept lea 
Of English ground, where light thy motions pass 
As shadows dancing on the new-mown grass. 
For here our days are vext with turmoil rude 
With impotent desirings, 
And vain aspirings 
After a distant goal of unattained good : 
And we lose the brightness and the beauty — 
And the dower 
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Of steadfast thought and self-6ontrolling power 
And passion is at lifelong war with duty. 

V. 

Bright and beautiiul and free I 
My blessing go with thee 
Wheresoe'er thou art on land or sea. 
For I know a spirit in thee dwells. 
The Spirit that doth all things move. 
Author of Life and Liberty and Love. 
His voice among the woods and fells 
And sounding cataracts I hear, 
The wild flower on the mountain tells 
That He is ever near ; 
He rides the storm and paints the sunset sky 
Guides thy swift wing, and kindles thy bright eye. 
To Him each living thing that breathes is dear. 

Therefore my blessing go with thee 
Wheresoe'er thou art, on land or sea. 
Child of Heaven-bom Liberty I 
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A CHILD'S BIRTHDAY HVMN. 

As Jesus did His Father's will| • 
So let me strive to serve Him still ; 
And as my years pass, one by onCi 
Grow more like Him, the blessed Son. 

How lovely was His life below I 
Gentle and kind to friend and foe. 
Truth in His smallest action shone, 
And Love, that " seeketh not her own." 

His lips ne'er spoke an angry word, 
No selfish thought His bosom stirred : 
And though the Prince of Glory, He 
Was clothed with humility. 
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He did not seek the rich and great, 
But bowed to men of low estate ; 
His meat and drink were to fulfil 
Continually, His Father's will. 

But I am full of Selfish ways, 
I have not sought my Father's praise, 
I do not seek His will alone— 
But rather love to have my own. 

Yet He who was so meek and mild 
"Will not despise a feeble child — 
To love and serve Him be my choice, 
To learn His ways, to hear His voice. 

And if, like Mary, now I sit 
To listen at His sacred feet — 
I shall, when all my years are past. 
Be near Him on His throne, at last. 
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*'SHE KNEW NOT THAT IT WAS JESUS." 

So silently God's blessings come— 
We mark not when they light : 

Soft as a white-winged dove, and still 
As manna in the night. 

For half-forgot the boon we crayed, 
Scarce dried the faithless tear — 

When on an angel's noiseless wing, 
Behold ! the gift is here. 

O I slow of heart ! the boon was thine 

When it was first besought 5 
Like Mary at the empty tomb 

We know not Hi^i we sought. 
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God's answers come in stranger guise, 

In other forms are given ; 
And so we fail to recognise 

The messenger from Heaven. 

Then be not faithless, but believe, 

And praise the gracious Lord 
Who gives not after thy desert 

But His most faithful Word. 
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"I WILL GIVE YOU REST." 

Rest from passion, rest from pride 
In the Saviour's wounded side, 
Rest from sorrow, rest from sin. 
Rest for all who enter in. 

Rest for those who still abide 
In the Saviour crucified. 
Rest for hotneless ones who come 
To the Saviour for a home. 

Rest for those who vainly try 
Heart and soul to satisfy. 
Cease, oh ! cease the weary quest 
Jesus calls you — be at rest ! 



" / WILL GIVE YOU REST:' 63 

Wondrous words ! oh« hear Him call, 
Humbly now before Him fall : 
Hasten, hasten to be blest, 
Come to Jesus, be at rest ! 

Weary wanderer, *tis foi you ; 
Come and find the promise true — 
Why should any be unblest ? 
Jesus longs to give you rest ; 

Rest from guilt and rest from fear 
Rest from trouble even here ; 
Jesus gives a foretaste blest 
Of the everlasting Rest. 
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THE BOAT. (From Uhland).* 

A little boat glides lightly adown the river's breast 
The voyagers sit silent — each stranger to the rest ; 

What doth the sun-burnt sportsman from out his 

knapsack draw ? 
A horn that soft resoundeth, and echoes to the shore. 

See from his staff another, handle and tip has drawn, 
And now his flute-notes clearly, are blending with the 
horn. 

Speech, might have lacked the maiden, she sits so shy 

and mute, 
Soon glides her singing into the sound of horn and flute. 
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Now smoothly flows the music — their strokes the rowers 

time, 
The little boat bounds gaily, on with the bounding 

chime. 

With sharp and sudden grating it strikes upon the 

strand, 
The travellers are parting, as they step upon the land, 
*'When, Brothers, when, shall we again within one 

vessel stand?" 
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TO MY ANCESTORS. 

Ye shadowy ancestors of mine ! 

I scan your features through the gloom, 
I see you march, a lengthened line 

A long procession to the tomb : 
Your lineaments I fain would trace. 

Know each by character and name, 
For faintly, from the far-off days. 

Is borne an echo of your fame. 

And did you wear the warrior's mail ? 

And were ye valiant men and strong ? 
Did ye maintain the common weal — 

And boldly stand against the wrong ? 
What though in nameless graves ye lie, 

A grateful tribute we will pay. 
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Forgotten deeds of chivalry 
Have made the England of to-day. 

No worthy life can e'er be lost, 

It bears an everlasting youth, — 
From hand to hand the banner tost 

Still leads the vanguard of the truth. 
The heritage of noble deeds 

Is handed down from sire to son, — 
The martyr dies — the patriot bleeds— 

Until the glorious goal be won. 

I know you not, yet this I know, — 

The child of your ancestral line — 
My weakness to your guilt I owe. 

Your virtues and your strength are mine : 
Your actions have a being still 

A strange mysterious potency : 
Your words and deeds, for good or ill. 

Shall Uve in ages yet to be. 
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Then rest ye wheresoever ye lie, 

O Fatheis of a future race 1 
The day is coming 'speedily 

When I ^hall see you face to fiw:e. 
Rest in the church's vaulted aisle, 

Or underneath the yew tree's shade. 
Or 'neath the battle's rugged pile-^ 

Or fisithoms deep, in ocean laid. 

The day of triumph comes at last. 

For History turns her blotted page, 
And o'er the ruins of the past 

We step into the Golden Age. 
Fair dawns the light in eastern skies — 

The dajTS .of gloom and rapine cease. 
Beneath a changeless Heaven lies 

The empire of the Prince of Peac^ I 
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A DAY'S VOYAGE. 

Dropping down the river I 
In the morning dim and grey. 

While the mists, uproUing ever, 
Rise and drift away. 

Dropping down the river \. 

With a strong and steady sweep, 
Past the reeds that bend and shiver, 

Past the wooded steep. 

Dropping down the river ! 

Heaven beneath and heaven above, 
And our own eyes quiver 

As they meet the eyes we love. 
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Dropping down the river ! 

In the golden afternoon, 
Ah I the £urest day must ever 

Have an ending soon ! 



Dropping down -the-nvec ! 

Through Life's short and restless day, 
Onward gliding, pausing never, 

Nay ! ye must not stay. 
Fears and hopes and smiles and tears, 

Shed a changeful ray. 

Dropping down the river I 

While we smile and while we weep. 
As we toil and as we suffer. 

As we wake and sleep ; 
Not a moment's resting-place 

May'st thou win or keep. 
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Dropping down the river I 

Drifting down the wave, 
Past the shores they sever, 

Past the banks they lave, 
Past the hamlet, past the city, 

Past the Home — tjie Grave ! 

Dropping down the river I 

Stars come out and voices cease, 
Over all there broods an ever — 

Ever-deepening peace : 
Boatman ! rest upon thine oars, 

Toiler ! find release. 

Coming up the river I 

Full and fresh and free — 
Lo ! the nightwind, bearing 

Tidings of the Sea — 
Of the sea that we are nearing 

Of Eternity. 
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THE PAST. 

In the hours of silent watching, 
Hours of weariness and woe, 
Then my spirit wanders lightly to the distant shore, 
where brightly, 
In a sun that never setteth. 
Gleam the days of long ago. 

They are rising, dimly — clearly — 
Through a mist of swelling tears — 
Valleys that my feet have strayed in, sunny fields and 
woods unfading, 
All things that were loved and lovely, 
In the days of other years. 

And sometimes I hear, bewildered, 
Wafted from the distant shore. 
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Strains that thrill with sad pulsation, chords that long 
have ceased vibration, 
Echoes of a voice I cherished, 
In the days that are no more. 

Requiescat ! Requiescat ! 
All the joy and all the woe. 
For the spirit fondly yearning, there can never be 
returning, 
To the path it once has trodden. 
To the days of long ago. 

Far beyond the desert reaches, 
Far across the waste of years — 
Clearer still and ever clearer, as each nightfall bring us 
nearer — 
* Crowned with light that never setteth, 
God's eternal Mount appears. 
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IN MEMORIAM. 

A happy voice beneath the summer sky, 

A light foot on the stair - 
The mirthiful glancing of a clear blue eye, 

A sunbeam everywhere ; 

All the sweet hopes and tender charms that cling 

Around the opening bud, 
That bore to us a cherished promising 

Of graceful womanhood ; 

A spirit blithe and gleesome as a bird 

For ever on the wing, 
Finding its joy in every work and word 

Of Nature's fashioning ; 
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All this we had — what now is ours instead ? 

A lock of sunny hair — 
A wreath of withered wild flowers, dry and dead — 

A shadow ever3rwhere. 

And where thick-foliaged boughs twine overhead, 

And summer grasses wave, 
And our hushed steps more reverently tread, 

A little grave. 

What more ? Is this the end of all our joy. 

Of all our tender care, 
A hopeless craving — a deep aching void — 

A blank despair ? 

Nay— for ** The maiden is not dead, but sleeps." 

The grave shall guard its trust 
But for a little while, and Jesus keeps 
The consecrated dust. 
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The fiur immortal spirit, early freed, 

Hath cast its bonds away, 
Soared to the Home its Father's love decreed, 

A Home of endless day. 

The Home of all things pure and fair, in Heaven 

Of all things great and good, 
The purchased Home to us most freely given, 

Through Jesu's blood. 

TJure we shall find her, hear the self-same voice, 

And see the self-same smile. 
There we shall "be together" and rejoice, 
In but a " little while." 
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THE FADED HAREBELL. 

A flower cut down in morning's prime. 

How tenderly it lies ! 
And in its lifeless form I see 
The grace of summer skies. 

The mom was fair, the sun was bright. 
The harebell drank the dew, 

And ever in its getitle breast 
Deepened the heaven's own blue. 

How gently swayed its graceful stem 

By western breezes stirred ! 
The sui.beam was its comrade bright — 

Its playmates — bee and bird. 
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It was so delicately fair, 

So fragile, though so sweet, 
One itougher breath sufficed to lay 

The harebell at my feet. 

Faded and broken now it lies. 

Yet lovely still in Death — 
Bears impress of the azure skies 

And summer's fragrant breath. 

Sweet flower I and thou art faded too ! 

It was our heart's fond dream 
That thou, through the long summer's day 

Beside our home should'st gleam. 

The opening bud that met our smile 
Would be ere long a flower — 

Gathering new fragrance and new bloom 
From each bright passing hour. 



THE FADED HAREBELL. 79 

*Twas not to be. The Reaper came, 

Our flower before him fell, 
One moment snapped the tender stalk, — 

Took all we loved so well. ' 

The fragrance and the bloom are gone, 

The fair brow white as snow — 
The golden hair that waved so free, . 

The graceful head lie low. 

Yet wearing still a nameless charm . 

Of such angelic grace, 
That none would surely fear to die, 

Who saw in Death her face. 

Lord of the Harvest ! 'tis Thy will— 

We bow to Thy command ; 
Oh ! bid our throbbing hearts be still, 

And own Thy sovereign Hand. 
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Thou did'st but place her in Thy breast 
Because the tempest lowers, 

And she shall bloom for endless years 
In other fields than ours. 
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THE FEATHERED FOLK. 

Among our garden's pleasant bowers 
A gentle nation hath its home, 

Citizens of the trees and flowers, 
Free to abide and free to roam. 

Fair kingdom hath this happy folk 
All undisturbed by care and crime. 

The lofty branches of the oak, 
The green recesses of the lime. 

And round about,* an ocean, pale 

And pure, illimitable, free — 
What joy to spread the ready sail 
And cleave that wide cerulean seal 
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I love to watch their winniug ways, • 
From sun to shade th^ bright wing flit. 

Or on a bough that gently sways 
In western wind, some idler sit 

I love their various tribes to note 
By flight, and sc»g, and skilful nest, 

By jetty wing, or speckled throat, 
Or tufted head, or crimson breast. 

ft 

Possess in peace your leafy realm. 
No hostile hand shall here intrude ; 

But year by year, in lime or elm 
Ye shall bring up your tender brood. 

So, when each morning lights the skies, 
And when each summer day grows dim. 

Out of our garden shall uprise 
The chorus of a happy hymn. 
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O race of man ! your strength and skill 
Let not this feeble folk contemn — 

" Not one shaU fall without His will " 
** Your Heavenly Father feedeth them." 
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IN answe;r to a remonstrance. 

These violets, claspt within a cirque of gold, 
Tho' braised and withered, breathe their life away 
In fragrance, making glad the long March day 
With pleasant thoughts of meadow and of wold. 
Was it a wrong to pluck them from the mould, 
From their secluded home in garden bowers. 
Where winds caress, and tender leaves enfold. 
That they might cheer our weary working hours ? 
Nay — rather— is it not a fate benign 
To render up their gentle lives for ours ? 
Speaking of joy in gloom— of life in death — 
Fulfilling, unaware, the Law Divine. 
So let my life, though bruised and wounded, breathe 
Fragrance to gladden other hearts than mine. 
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THE RAINDROP. . 

The night was stormy, and its skirts were grey 

With rushing April showers ; 
But the clouds parted at the break of day, 

Fair were the morning hours. 

And — looking from my chamber window — lo ! 

A twinkling, quivering gem — 
That like a brilliant blossom, all aglow 

Hung on the bare tree stem. 

So keen the living radiance went and came 

In changing splendour bright — 
Now ra3rs of emerald, now golden flame. 

And now with purple light, — 

H 
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My soul was fairly filled with deep amaze 

That, out of Heaven, should be 
A thing of such supreme, ethereal grace 

As glittered on the tree. 

So might I long have gazed, and let time roll. 

For those fair colours bright 
Were as a harmony that soothes the soul 

To rapture infinite : 

. But the warm south-wind came fi'om out his place 
And woke the woods to mirth, — 
The raindrop glistened with an added grace. 
And, trembling, fell to earth. 



And is it not — this ramdrop ere it fell — 

A parable ? I said. 
Take heed, my heart, and see thou read it well. 

For God would have it read. 
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No light nor radiance were its own to boast ; 

For look, and thou mayst see 
Dark and inglorious are the kindred host 

Of drops upon the tree. 

From a far distant fount the Glory came 
That made it shine so bright — 

Transfused its life with light — its heart with flame- 
It shone with Heaven's own light. 

Even so, dull earthly heart, God bids thee shine, 

He sends His heavenly ray 
Bids thee receive the radiance all divine, 

Live in His glorious day : 

Waits but the single eye — the heart sincere, 

The wish to do His will. 
To pour upon thy soul such sunshine dear 

As crowns His heavenly hill. 
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Then— wills that thou reflect His glorious name 

To all the world around, — 
That men may say : from Heaven this lustre came 

None such on earth is found. 

The Spirit's various graces, manifold, 

Shall tremble into one ; 
Just as the raindrops in their bosom hold 

The image of the Sun. 

Clear Faith, and steadfast Hope and fervent Love 

Blent in one ray divine— 
A trinity of graces from above : 

Receive, and make them thine. 
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THE LOST CHURCH. 
(Translated ^rom Uhland). 

Far in the forest's wildest gloom, 

Sweet, solemn bells are heard to sound. 
But whence the faint vibrations come, 

Will ne'er, 'tis said, be found. 
From the Lost Church's distant portal 

The peal is borne upon the wind — 
But neirer more can any mortal 

The once-well-trodden pathway find. 

The times' corruption on me weighed, 
To God my weary soul was yearning, 

When to the forest's wildest shade 
I went, no path discerning. 
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Where deepest stillness brooded o'er. 
The mystic chime again I knew, 

And as my yearning waxed the more. 
Nearer the cadence swelled and grew. 

# 

So strangely rapt my inmost spirit, 

So deep entranced my senses lay, 
It seemed that sis I mounted near it 

A hundred years had passed away. 
Drawn onward by the magic cadence 

I know not how I reached the height — 
When o'er the mists, in sunny radiance, 

The open sky unfolded bright. 

How full and clear the sunshine glowed I 
How blue the heavens over bending ! 

And in the golden light there showed 
A minster's glorious pile ascending. 

Methought that borne on clouds of light 
As on bright wings it seemed to rise, 
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Till the fair summit's topmost height 
Blent with the azure of the skies. 

The rapture of a blissful claug 

Was throbbing in the trembling tower, 
Smote with a sacred tempest, rang 

The bells, imtouched by mortal power. 
It seemed that on my heart there beat 

With mystic force, the self-same blast, 
As with glad awe and faltering feet 

Into the lofty shrine I past. 

How it was with me, entered there, 

Cannot by mortal tongue be spoken ; 
The windows pictured, dimly clear, 

The martyr ranks unbroken. 
I saw, efiiised with wondrous light, 

Each image take a living force. 
They gather round, a legion bright. 

The holy warriors of the cross. 



/ 
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I knelt upon the altar stair 

With love imbued, and adoratiany 
High on the roof illumined were 

The glories of the heayenly^ nation. 
But when above I looked once more, 

The massiye arch apart was riven. 
And lo ! as through an open door 

Appeared the ineffable of Heaven. 

What there of glory and of bliss 

I saw with still, adoring wonder, 
What sound of blessed symphonies. 

Deeper than choir and organ's thunder. 
This— cannot mortal accents tell ! 

Yet who therefor is truly yearning, 
See that thou mark and follow well. 

The forest chime discerning. 
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BLUE-BELLS IN A BEECH WOOD. 

Sweet woodland ways ! with carpet sere 
Of leaves that fall from year to year — 
Ye bring a message to mine ear, 
A word of hope I a word of cheer ! 

Through all the withered hopes of earth 
Jo3r's blossoms spring anew to birth. 
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ST. MATTHEW XX. CHAPTER. 

* * The noonday heat is past, yet still ye linger 
Here in the throng, all listless and forlorn. 
The sun is touching ^^dth his fervid finger, 
The desert hills he rose behind at mom : 
Your comrades in my vineyard toil, 
Plying the dry and scorchM soil, 
Their work is almost ended. Tx>iterers say 
Why stand ye idle here, thro' all the Summer's day? 

" Yet one short hour, and ye shall see ascending, 

From yonder sacred height to the pure skies, 
Through the still air its pathway upward wending. 
The incense of the evening sacrifice. 

Then will the day's long toil be o'er. 
Men leave their labour to adore ; 
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But ye — ^how will ye share the rest of even ? 

How join the vesper praise of thankful earth to heaven?" 

Up loiterer ! hear*st thou not the voice of warning ? 

To thee 'tis spoken, let it reach thy heart ! ■ 
Thou that hast stood all thro' the radiant morning, 
Aimless and idle in life's crowded mart. 
The noon is past, yet once before 
The night when none can labour morcr- 
A voice from Heaven falls on thy listless ear, 
** Thou hast a work to do. Why standing idle here ? 

* * Thou knoVst that faithful hearts are round thee bearing 

The heat and burden of the weary day, 
Go, labourer by their side, nor shrink from sharing 
The toils and sorrows that beset their way. 
Oh ! in this world of death and sin, 
This struggling world which thou art in. 
Dost thou not blush to lie in dreamful ease. 
And leave thy wa3rward heart to roam as it may please ? 



96 ST. MATTHEIV XX CHAPTER. 

** Is this a world for thee, whilst idly dreaming 

Visions of beauty, to lie down and rest ? 
When all around thee unseen arms are gleaming. 
And light and darkness war within thy breast. 
No ! thou art here to strive and toil, 
To wage the fight, to till the soil. 
Nor may thy labour pause, thy conflict cease. 
Till erening bring the dawn of everlasting peace. 

" Look up I even now the sun his course is bending 

Adown the western sky, the day grows late. 
Soon shalt thou see a jo)rful throng ascending. 
With songs and music to the palace gate. 
Oh I that will be an hour of fear, 
If thy Lord find thee idle here ! 
Into the vineyard, ere the sun go down, 
No resting without toil. Without the Cross, no Crown." 
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ON A PORTRAIT OF THE QUEEN, 

Painted by Lowes Dickinson, Esq, 

Who saith the Crown hath lost its ancient power ? 

I fed my heart within me strangely stir : 
A mute unspoken homage is my dower ; . 

The Daughter of a hundred Kings is there ; 
The regal ermine, and the jewels rare 
On hand and forehead — ^purple robes of state 

And glittering star — all these do decorate 
Most fitly. Her who worthily doth wear 

The grand old Crown of Britain, tho' its weight 

Be heavy with a thousand glorious years. 
Is it for this I bow my head with tears 
Before the semblance of our Queen ? Ah no ! 

It is another pomp that moves me so. 

I see the Majesty of Womanhood — 

I 
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Wife, Mother, Matroo, Widow — ^written there 
In language known to those bdored of God, 

And traced by Him in sacred lines of care. 

That are in Heaven's eye, writing more £Eur 
Than smiles upon the son-lit brow of youth — 

Yea, and the soft sad diadem of grey hair. 
More glorious than the regal drdet, bound 

Aboye the head with double honours crowned. 

I see the Majesty of Loneliness — 
So high, yet so alone— the upward gaze 
Meets no eye looking down, the outstretched hand 

Finds none to lean upon, no presence dear 

Hides from the blaze that beats upon the throne 
With darzling and insufferable glare 

Of shadeless splendour, — and the feet must stand 
Upon that dizzy perilous height alone, — 
There is not otu above, alas ! not one. 

Oh ! widowed Queen and Mother, doubly crowned, 
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Take courage, for thou art not quite alone, 
Thy People's love doth compass thee around, 

And God looks down upon the enthroned one. 

They are not desolate whom love doth crown 
With his bright diadem, nor shall decay, 

Nor death, nor parting, snatch that crown away 

From those whom Christ confines for His own. 
Love's jewels are not lost, but glitter still, 

As stars upon the shadowy brow of night. 
The darkness of the grave, tho' drear and chill, 

Faileth to dim their sweet and sted&st light ; 

And in the end, when pain and grief are done, 
They shall shine forth as His who fills the Eternal 
Throne. 
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HAWTHORNS AT WHITSUNTIDE. 

Sweet Thorns 1 that laden with your summer snow, 
Climb np the steep sides of this grassy glen 
Breathing soft balm, — I Uess you ere I go 
Back to the busy haunts of toiling men. 
Ye toil not, neither spin, yet wear again 
Your robe of regal beauty, — fiur and white, 
Your blossoms glitter in the mellow light 
That bathes the hills and floods the fertile plain. 
One lesson would I learn from your array : 
The fairest things about our path are found. 
Beauty lies close beside our common way, — 
Sweet charities our daily steps surround, — 
Only, O heedless traveller I beware. 
Lest passing by, thou miss them unaware. 

Malvern IVdls, 
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A MEDITATION AMONG THE MOUNTAINS. 

O mountain ! thunder-scarred and lightning-riven. 
That liftest up thy rugged brow to heaven — 
Bearing the brunt of storms that else would le^> 
With bolts of death into the valle3rs deep ; 
Benignly and beneficently grand — 
Thy massive bulwarks round the valley stand ; 
Within thy breast the laughing streamlets meet. 
And the glen sleeps in safety at thy feet. 

Even so the chosen spirits of all time 
Have nursed in solitude a fate sublime ; 
Nearest to Heaven, they needs must learn to brave 
The shock of storms — by suffering, to save. 
Their conflicts win us peace, and leave behind 
Blessings of priceless value to mankind : 
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Their memories, like mountain bulwarks, stand 
Guarding the freedom of their native land. 

And He, the flower and glory of our race. 

The very brightness of the Father's face — 

He, too, must feel the anguish that assails 

The lonely heart, when human friendship fails, 

Must know the pain, the bliss, that underlies 

The inevitable law of Sacrifice. 

Fierce storms upon that mighty sufferer fell, 

That He from every storm might shield us well ! 

When clouds and darkness gathered round the Cross, 

Our endless gain was purchased by His loss ; 

The storm clouds break in light, the tempests cease. 

And to our hearts is gently whispered — Peace ! 
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AN EPITAPH. 

One word his simple creed comprised— 

DevoHon — nerving every limb, 
Kindling the glow of his bright eyes 

For one most dear to him. 

To the Benignity Supreme, 

As true and faithful may I be, 
Through sorrow's night and joy's brief gleam, 

As thou, my Dog, to me I 
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"THE HOLY CHILD, JESUS." 

The spirit of a happy child, 

Dear Saviour, give to me, 
For I through Thee am reconciled, 

A son of God in Thee. 

So let the spirit of the Son 

Be seen in all m j ways. 
In simple faith, in duty done, 

In love and joy and praise. 

And let not fear or anxious care. 

Disturb my settled mind ; 
The yoke, the burden, Thou dost share. 

Easy and light I find. 
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For, taken from a Father's hand, 

All joys will seem more sweet ; 
And eveiy ill I can withstand. 

When seated at Thy feet. 

Thus every morning shall unseal 

Fresh treasures of Thy grace. 
And every eventide reveal 

More clear, the Father's &ce ; 

Till, from the Father's loving heart 

No longer forced to roam, 
I shall not at the summons start, 

That gently calls me home. 



io6 



MIDNIGHT THOUGHTS. 

" / will lay me dcwn in peace ami take my resit for it 
is TAcu, Lord, (mly, that makest me dweU in safety,** 
** Underneath are the Everlasting Arm%,*' 

Yes I cradled by Omnipotence I sleep, 
As a small boat is rocked upon the deep, — 
Or as a helpless babe is laid to rest, — 
In shelter of some mighty mountain's breast : 

The mote that flecks the sunbeam not more frail, — 
The tiny shell upon the ocean shore, — 
But yet, " His loving-kindness doth not £ul, 
His tender mercies all His works are o'er." 

His very greatness is my sure defence, 
Shielded and guarded by Omnipotence, 
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With suns and stars and systems rolling by, 
I sleep in peace — ^for God is very nigh. 
No echoes of sad nothingness resound 
Through solitudes of the immense profound : 
A Spirit fills this universal frame, — 
The stillness hath. a voice, and doth proclaim 
The truth of truths, a God, a Father's name. 
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GREEN LEAVES. 

Through the cold and gloom 

Of a bleak dull day in May, 

Coming out, and out, and out — 

A blithesome rout — 

Each clad about 
With garments pink and silyer-gray t 
All behooded like fairies, they — 

In silk so gay, — 

And they laugh and shout — 
And dance to the music of the birds,— 
Clapping their hands and singing for joy, 

With the winds at play I 

Ah ! well-a-day ! 
The leaves must £eill, I have heard men say, 
They will all come back — some other day. 
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TO THE DAISY. 

Daisy ! I would weave for thee 
One more wreath of minstrelsy — 
Simple tho' the verse may be. 

Tennyson has sung thy praise, 
Wordsworth tuned for thee his lays. 
Bums loved well thy modest ways ; 

For thou art no courtier's flower, 
Carest not for lady's bower, 
Nor shadow of ancestral tower, 

But beside the poor man's cot. 
Starrest every sunny spot, 
Is there place where thou art not ? 

J 
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Well I love thy cheerful grace, 
And the shining of th j face, 
In the pleasant country ways ; 

And where many grow together. 
Clinging close to one another. 
Each the Ukeuess of his brother. 

Daisies ! then ye seem to me 
Like a little ** church " * to be - 
In sooth, a goodly company ! 

*• Eye of day " ! a fancy sweet, 
Turning ever thy lord to meet, 
And with adoration greet : 

In the sun*s meridian blaze, 
Tiny image of his rays ! 
All thy little life is praise. 

* Links and Ques, Lady Welby-Gregory. 
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What a miracle of power 

Is thy blossom, little Flower ! 

Yet it opens every hour. 

Common things are are still most sweet, 
Thee we trample under feet, 
Fling away in village street, 

Yet thou still art kind and good, 
Fond of human brotherhood, 
Gentle to the rough and rude. 

Daisy ! let us learn of thee, 
More of thy sweet charity ; 
Thus, with meek humility, 

We shall view with loving eyes 
Common things, and learn to prize 
Every daisy ere it dies. 
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WAITING. 

The tide of life is rolling by 
With never ceasing roar — 

Day after weary day, and I 
Am stranded on the shore. 

I see the waters ebb and flow : 
The tangles on their breast 

Are tossing gaily, high and low, 
In beautiful unrest. 

Strange powers I feel within me stir, 
A throbbing heart and will ; 

Around is moyement everjrwhere. 
And I alone am still. 
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Better the tempest and the strife, 

Than helpless here to lie ; 
Oh ! for the blessed tide of life — 

I faint ! I gasp I I die ! 

Patience 1 behold the fresh spring-tide, 

It comes at length for thee ! 
And on its heaving bosom wide 

Thou art borne out to sea. 
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A VOLUNTARY. 

The fields sleep white 

In the still moon-light, 
And above, the heavens are bare — 

Just a star or two 

From out the blue, 
Looks down through the quiet air. 

A presence is here, 

I feel it near — 
In the moonlight shimmering between 

The branches that spread 

Their roof overhead. 
And the laurel's glossy sheen. 
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No voice is heard, 

No leaf is stirred, 
Yet, as once in EJen bowers— 

A spirit of light 

Walks thro' the night, 
And blesses the trees and flowers. 
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AN EASTERN LEGEND. 

It chanced one day that in a squalid street 

Of Nazareth, just in the noonday heat. 

Upon a refuse heap by the roadside. 

The carcase of a dog was flung aside. 

The dainty Pharisee would scarce come neai, 

And all the passers by, with jest and jeer, 

Made sport of the vile thing. There, where it fell. 

The creature lay, offending sight and smell. 

** Only a dead dog " I *Twas a word of shame. 

Then, in his gracious boyhood, Jesus came ; 

He came and passed not by, His feet were stayed — 

He looked upon the creature God had made — 

His face was grave and tender, and this word, 

In gentle accents, the bystanders heard : 

** Its teeth are white as pearls." Just this, no more : 

But down the stream of time tradition bore 
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His words, teaching that we should not contemn 
Things vile and worthless, but should see in them 
The Father's handiwork,— should ever seek 
The beautiful in what is poor and weak. 
And even in the meanest thing, should trace, 
With reverence and love, the Father's face. 
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EVENTIDE. 

O Saviour, breathe upon my brow, 

A breath of balm, 
And let me feel Thee near me now, 

In evening's calm. 

Silence the busj thoughts that rise. 

Of fear and care. 
And as the glow of sunset dies, 

Receive my prayer ! 

Bring every wandering &ncy home, 

Like birds at even — 
Before the hours of darkness come. 

Whisper — ** Forgiven." 
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As dew that &lls in quietness, 

On herb and flower — 
So let Thy Holy Spirit bless, 

This twilight hour. 
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